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Mary Beaton.     Here is some message from the

world of friends
Brought to your brother : shall my lord come in ?

Queen.   What lord ? ye have no lord of any man
While I am lady of all you.    Who is this ?
Message ? what message ? whence ?

Enter MURRAY.

Murray.              .                       From Edinburgh

Your husband new alighted in sharp speed
Craves leave of access to your majesty.

Queen.    By heaven, I had rather death had leave

than he.

What comes he for? to vex me quick or dead
With his lewd eyes and sodden sidelong face
That I may die again with loathing of him ?
By God, as God shall look upon my soul,
I will not see him.    Bid him away, and keep
Far off as Edinburgh may hold him hence
Among his fellows of the herded swine
That not for need but love he wallows with
To expend his patrimony of breath and blood
In the dear service of dishonouring days.

Murray.    Let him but bide the night here.

Queen.                                               Not an hour ;

Not while his horse may breathe.    I will not see him.

Murray.    Nay, for the world's sake, and lest worse

be said j
Let him sleep here and come not in your sight.

Queen.    Unless by some mean I be freed of him